2l8                            DRAMA
ROXANE. You ask? . . .
CYRANO. Yes . . . I . . . [To CHRISTIAN.]
You are in too great haste!
CHRISTIAN. Since she is so moved, I must take
advantage of it!
[CYRANO to ROXANE], I ... Yes, it is true
I asked . . . but, merciful heavens! . . . I knew
at once that I had been too bold.
ROXANE. [a shade disappointed]. You insist
no more than so?
CYRANO. Indeed, I insist - . . without insist-
ing! YesS yes! but your modesty shrinks? . . .
I insist, but yet ... the kiss I begged ... re-
fuse it me!
CHRISTIAN [to CYRANO, putting at his man-
tle']. Wliy?
CYRANO. Hush, Christian!
RoXANE [bending over the balcony-raS].
What are you whispering?
CYRANO. Reproaches to myself for having
gone too far; I was saying "Hush, Christian!"
.[The theorbos are heard playing]. Your pardon!
... a second! . . . Someone is coming!
[ROXANE closes the window. CYRANO listens
to the theorbos^ one of which plays a lively, and
the other a lugubrious tune.]
CYRANO.   A   dance? ... A   dirge? . . .
What do they mean? is it a man or a woman?
. . . Ah, it is a monk!
[Enter a CAPUCHIN MONK, who goes from